
Yuusuke silently opened the door and walked slowly inside.  He knew that Sam was a Pokémon trainer, and thus he was forced to make sure she couldn’t call any of hers out.  He slid his hand into his uniform and pulled out his small .22 calibre pistol.  It wasn’t going to kill anybody without a good shot to a vital part, but it would make someone stop what they were doing in a hurry.


He turned the corner into what looked like a study and saw a brunette girl of about 14 or 15 with her hair in a long braid.  That, he assumed, was his quarry.  He knew from Kenneth’s full briefing that he wanted to capture the girl and hold her until Juliet’s secret project was completed.  This caused him to hesitate slightly.  If she were in a position to escape, he would definitely have to react quite harshly.


Her back was turned and she was reading a book as he walked silently into the room.  He switched the safety of his gun on and shifted his grip on his gun so he was holding the barrel.  A quick strike to the girl’s neck would render her unconscious.  He approached slowly, taking his time.  The girl’s mother had been kept at work under false pretences, so there was no reason to hurry.


Step, step, step, Yuusuke wondered idly when or even if Mikhail would be arriving.  He was interrupted by a male voice behind him shouting “Whoa, no!”


Sam turned around and saw Yuusuke.  She took a few steps back automatically out of surprise.


“What… what the…?” Sam wondered.


Yuusuke smiled in defeat.  He spoke slowly.  “I’m not going to lie to you.  I’m an assassin sent here by Team Rocket to ensure that this girl doesn’t reveal anything she knows about something.”


The man who entered the room moved between Yuusuke and Sam.  “I know about that, too.”


Yuusuke saw Sam reaching for a pokéball and reacted instantaneously, drawing his sidearm and flicking the safety off.  His mind rifled through all possibilities of who the man could be.  Had to be her brother.


“Don’t assume your brother’s going to block me,” Yuusuke said.  “I’m trained for something like this.”


“I’m not her brother,” the man said, his eyes flashing an odd blue.  Yuusuke’s sidearm dropped to the floor.  The man was a psychic, Yuusuke made the connection far too late.


Yuusuke’s reflexes kicked in before he knew what he was doing, and he’d already rushed forward and knocked the psychic aside and taken the pokéball from Sam’s hands before he regained voluntary movement.


“David,” Sam pleaded.  “You don’t have to…”


“It’s a conscience thing, okay?”  The man—David—shot back.  “I have to.  I nearly killed you once, I have to make it up.”


Yuusuke didn’t try to make sense of what David had said other than that he was going to be a very tough opponent to beat.  Yuusuke had never seen a psychic in action before.  All he had to go with was the Saffron gym leader, Sabrina, whose abilities were commonly known.


David waved his hand towards Yuusuke’s fallen gun and it scattered across the floor and under a bookcase.  So much for getting his gun back, Yuusuke thought.


“You’re good, kid,” Yuusuke found himself saying out of instinct.


Finding himself lifted off the ground was an entirely new experience for Yuusuke.  There was nothing physical doing it, so he didn’t attempt resistance.


“What should I do with him?”  David asked nervously.


Sam’s voice was surprisingly mature-sounding in its confidence in a chaotic situation.  “Just knock him out or something.  We can get Officer Jenny in here and she’ll sort it out.”


David nodded and Yuusuke’s vision went dark.


Rei had just finished up with Mikhail and hoped he wasn’t too late.  An operation with two agents was always hard to stop, but one targeted such as this gave him a sort of unnatural strength.  Officer Jenny had Mikhail, so Rei doubted that he’d escape.


The door to the house was open and Rei didn’t take that as a good sign.  He walked inside, expecting the worst but hoping otherwise.


There were two voices talking from the study, one was female in early to mid adolescence—had to have been Sam—and the other one, a male one, and sounded older, which was probably Alex’s.


He steeled himself and entered.  A man in a white Team Rocket uniform was on the ground, unconscious.  He looked at the two other people.  Yes, the girl was Sam; there was no doubting her face.  The other wasn’t Alex, however.  He was too old to be Alex and looked nothing like him.


“Great,” the man, who was sitting on the couch staring at the ground, said without looking up.  He stood up and his eyes glowed.


“No!” Sam interjected.  “He doesn’t look like he’s a Rocket.”


Rei smiled hollowly.  “I’m not.”


“Then who is he?”  The man asked, sitting down again.


“My name’s Rei Megumi,” Rei said.  The sound of his name didn’t have the effect he’d wanted it to have on Sam; in fact, she didn’t react at all to it.  “I knew Team Rocket was headed here, so I wanted to help.”


“Why?”  Asked Sam.


Rei couldn’t bring himself to say it.  It was too painful.  “I… I had to.”


“Not good enough.”


Rei said nothing.  He wanted to explain everything to Sam but couldn’t find the words.


“He looks scarily like you, Sam,” The man said, breaking the silence.  “You two related?”


Rei managed a faint smile before asking, “Who are you?”


The man stood up.  “David.  I’m, well, I’m the crazy psychic who follows her around, I guess.”


Psychics, Rei thought.  This whole thing was exceptionally contrived.  He always figured that if a psychic was rifling through your thoughts, you’d feel it, but he felt nothing as David looked between him and Sam confusedly.  He looked back at Rei.


“Whoa,” David said.  “So that’s why you won’t say anything.”


“Say what?”  Sam asked.


Rei’s gut wrenched.  He prayed silently that David wouldn’t say it, but he did anyway.  “He’s your dad, Sam.”


“What?!”  Sam was obviously incredulous.


Rei sighed.  He leaned with one hand against the doorframe for support.  “It’s true, you know.  After your mom’s divorce, she, well, didn’t want me to ever see you again, on account of, well, I’d rather not say why.”


David nodded to Sam.  “It’s okay, though.”


Sam’s breathing became slightly ragged as she looked aside.  “Dad…”


Rei slowly walked towards Sam and hugged her to him.  “It’s all right now.”


The news floored Kenneth.  Mikhail and Yuusuke had been extracted from Officer Jenny’s custody with little difficulty thanks to Izumi’s normal efficiency, but Kenneth’s pride had taken a huge blow.  The force of this blow temporarily knocked the sense of humour clean out of him.


He hesitated before calling Juliet.  “Bad news.”


“What?”  Juliet asked over the phone.


“My agents were stopped.  The girl is now under military protection.  We can’t touch her.  Operational secrecy is effectively zero percent as of now.”


“That’s fine.  We are in the final stages of development.  The girl’s knowledge does nothing.  She has seen little and knows nothing of what we’re intending to do.”


That was indeed true, Kenneth chuckled.  Tribo wasn’t intended to be a second Mewtwo.  Instead, it was designed to be a form of super-agent, a Pokémon that could do anything and always win.


“Then,” Kenneth said, “sayonara.  Hey, we still on for next Saturday?”


Juliet barked at him and hung up. Kenneth laughed to himself.  He didn’t have any feelings for Juliet; he just needed a quick joke to make himself feel better.  Besides, it did all the more to help his deceptive appearance of a non-serious joker.


 The news floored Alex.  He hated being so far away at that moment, owing to the circumstances.  Team Rocket had just attacked Sam for Magikarp’s sake.  She was currently fine, with David under military protection from Team Rocket.  The causes of the attack, she wasn’t allowed to say.  The other piece of news was a kick when he was down, Alex thought.


“You really saw him?”  Alex asked over the phone.  “Goddish, where’s he been these years?”


“Mom made sure after the divorce that he wasn’t allowed to see us,” Sam answered.


“That sucks,” Alex said.  “What’s Mom saying now?”


“Oh, that he’s the reason I got attacked… Dad’s taking it pretty well for some reason, though, but David keeps telling him anti-depressant advice when he thinks I’m not around.”


“Ouch.  You’re all right, though, right?”


“Yes, for the tenth time, I’m fine.  Dad knows Team Rocket pretty well—he has an inside contact who works with their Counter-Intelligence, and he says that once this operation goes through I won’t need to worry about protecting myself since I wouldn’t know anything vital.”


“That’s good.  I’ll talk to you later.  Bye.”


Alex noticed that Tschel and Marril had at least had the decency to pretend they weren’t eavesdropping.


“Crazy girl,” Tschel said, “but attacked by Team Rocket?  That I just can’t stand.”


Marril was silent, as she had been throughout the entire conversation that Alex had relayed to them.  The memories of being turned human shape by Team Rocket as part of their Orthan project were too much to bear speaking.


“Cheer up, lass,” Lt Surge said to Sam.  “You are, after all, a Pokémon Master, remember—” (Sam always seemed to forget that she won the Indigo League a year ago and what that meant) “—so that merits something.”


“Rocket’s done some pretty nasty stuff in the past,” Sam muttered, not looking at Surge.  The man was an ex-Rocket Elite, splitting with the Rockets at roughly the same time Koga and Sabrina did, and had never quite shaken his reputation.


“Yeah.  Well.  Fact is I know them, see, and I can stop ‘em.  Me ‘n Raichu here can take any Rocket.”


Rei coughed softly, hoping Surge would take the hint that he was unsettling Sam by being around her.  Thankfully, he did.


“Look, just stay on the compound—you’ve got free run of it, with your rank—and you’ll be fine.  This’ll be over before you know it.”


Having said that, Surge saluted and walked off.


“That conversation broke my concentration,” David said to himself as he found himself unable to psychically juggle his pokéballs as they were talking.  (Get your heads out of the gutter!  —The Great And Powerful Author) 


“Yeah, forgot you don’t go crazy,” Sam said over her shoulder to David.  “Must’ve been one shocker to figure out.”


“Oh, it was.  Now I can actually do things instead of holding back.”


Rei blinked.  “I might go crazy just catching up with you all.  Guess I’ll get the really fatherly thing out of the way first, Sam.  Just who exactly is this David psychic?”


“Hoo boy,” Sam sighed, preparing for some long explanations.

