
“I say,” a British accent said through telepathy, “A temperamental bloke such as yourself… surely you don’t plan to be all thorough and calculating?”


The cat’s tail twitched as it heard the argument.  “No,” it replied through telepathy.  “You would do well to stay out of this, brother.”


“Brother?  We’re brothers now, eh?”


“Yes.  We can understand each other, as none else can.”


“Good day, in that case.  I sense that a certain bicycle helmet is headed my way at an alarming velocity.”


The cat merely sat there as its brother broke the psychic link.  While it knew itself rash, its ability to be cunning, to wait for an opportune moment was undiminished.


Soon.


“So then, Satoru had Rapidash use Horn Drill,” Alex recounted his earlier spar with the gym leader.  “Gyarados is a tank, but Horn Drill’s just Horn Drill.  So it went down.”


“Ouch,” Tschel commented.  “Sorry I asked about the battle.”


“Oh, it went downhill from there,” Alex winced.  “Milotic tried its hardest, but that Rapidash is just fierce.”


“How do two powerful water types lose to a single fire type?”  Marril wondered aloud.


“Superior training,” Both Alex and Tschel answered at the same time.  Alex blinked.


“Anyway, Golduck finally kayoed the sucker, but Pidgeot’s even stronger, at least in one-on-one,” Alex said.  He remembered how unspectacular Pidgeot had been in the official, two-on-two gym battle.


“It swept you,” Marril said flatly.  “Jeez.”


The corner of Alex’s mouth twitched.  “Hey, that’s how it happened.  Remember, him and Daisuke are the top-ranked gym leaders in the world.”


Tschel arced an eyebrow.  “Really?  What about Sabrina or Blaine?  Or that Charlie Evans guy we fought?”


“Blaine’s all riddles, he’s easy to beat,” Alex explained.  “And Sabrina doesn’t quite have the style she used to.  Charlie’s, well, not counted for obvious reasons.”


The PA, informing all passengers that the train was nearing arrival in Terri City, interrupted the conversation.


“Finally,” Marril said.


Kaze swore loudly.  The Rockets were just plain good.  Their Blaziken and Charizard were stunningly well trained.


“Scyther, Swords Dance again!”  Kaze shouted over the roar of Charizard’s powerful wings propelling it through the sky towards Hitmonchan.


“Hitmonchan, Detect!”  Stephen called.


Hitmonchan’s left eye flashed and it adroitly sidestepped the attack.


“Thunder Punch!”


Electricity crackled over Hitmonchan’s glove as it delivered a powerful, electrically charged haymaker into Charizard’s side.


One of the two Rockets, the man, shouted, “Blaziken, use Blaze Kick!”


Blaziken crouched, then leapt up about ten feet into the air.  Its right foot was blazing with fire as it came crashing down onto Hitmonchan’s back.  Hitmonchan was flattened by the impact and burned by the fire.


“Hitmonchan, get up!”  Stephen shouted.


“Scyther, cover Hitmonchan with a Slash attack!”  Kaze called.


“Charizard,” the female Rocket ordered, “Wing Attack!”


Charizard’s wing hit Scyther before the insect could hit Blaziken.


“Fire Punch!”  The male Rocket shouted.


Blaziken’s fists glowed with flames as it repeatedly punched at Hitmonchan.  The boxer, wounded but still able to fight, blocked most of the punches.  Precious few, however, were unblocked.


The gym’s doors fluttered open with the changes in air pressure.  This distracted Kaze and thus he didn’t see as Blaziken spun around on its right heel and catch Scyther with a kick to its face, then a second kick caught its midsection.  The insect crumpled to the ground, unconscious.


Kaze recalled Scyther, and then glanced fearfully at Stephen.  Stephen returned the glance before shouting, “Hitmonchan, Sky Uppercut them both!”


Hitmonchan saw the opportunity.  It crouched, and then spun around as its uppercut caught Blaziken squarely in the chin.  The boxer’s uppercut continued upwards to where Charizard was flying.  The dragon was hit in the stomach by Hitmonchan’s gloved hand.


“Charizard, Flamethrower!”  Shouted the female Rocket.


“Detect it!”  Stephen called frantically.


The male Rocket laughed.  “You idiot.  Blaziken, finish it with a real Haymaker attack!”


Stephen furrowed his eyebrows in confusion.  Hitmonchan was the only fighting Pokémon with enough punching skill to perform the Haymaker.  He was sure of it.  Blaziken, however, dropped into the same stance used by Hitmonchan, then punched in the exact same fashion.


Stephen looked away so he didn’t have to see Hitmonchan get hit.


“Holy crap!”  Stephen heard Kaze shout.


Stephen looked up at the battle.  Hitmonchan had stopped Blaziken’s haymaker cleanly and had its right glove firmly entrenched in Blaziken’s stomach.


“Charizard,” said the female Rocket, “Flamethrower!”


“Jump it!”  Stephen called in desperation.  It was plainly obvious that Hitmonchan’s endurance was almost finished.  That the boxer had survived as long as it did was a miracle.


“Blaze Kick!”  The male Rocket shouted.


Hitmonchan leapt skilfully upwards out of the flames’ radius, but was caught from behind by Blaziken’s kick.  The boxer hit the ground hard and didn’t move.


“Shall we?”  The female Rocket asked.


“No way,” Tschel’s voice belied great surprise as he had been near the gym and saw Officer Jenny.  “The gym leaders got hit by Team Rocket?”


“It’s true,” said Officer Jenny.  “The Rockets simply beat them senseless and left.”


“They didn’t take anything?”


“Nothing at all.”


“But that’s not how Team Rocket works,” Alex wondered.


“Hey, this is just what the gym leader Stephen’s telling me.”


“Stephen… Stephen…” Marril tried to remember some obscure fact.  “His full name’s Stephen Huxman, right?”


“Yes,” Officer Jenny confirmed.


“What’s that got to do with anything?”  Tschel asked.


“Oh come on,” Marril said incredulously.  “He was one of the trainers who beat up Team Rocket a couple of years ago.  Him and about three other trainers, and one of Team Rocket’s own Mewtwos.”


“Oh, that,” Alex said.  “It was all over the news for like a day.  Then everyone was completely silent about it.”


Tschel didn’t say anything.  His expression plainly asked, “How do you know these things?”


“Revenge, then?”  Officer Jenny asked.


“No,” Tschel said.  “If they wanted revenge, they’d have already had it.  My guess is that they’re just trying to make us look the other way from something.”


“Ah, Schuler, Brand, you’re back,” Kenneth welcomed the two agents.  “Mission accomplished?”


“Yes sir,” the male Rocket, Schuler, replied.


“Stephen and Kaze were defeated soundly, as ordered,” Brand, the female Rocket, replied.


“Once Mikhail gets back after a soi-disant ‘botched’ attack on ex-Elite Four member Lorelei, you two are to join him in the second part of the mission,” Kenneth informed his agents.


“Which is?”  Schuler asked.


“Giovanni wants to ensure Beta Site for you-know-what remains secure,” Kenneth informed the two.  “Mikhail will see to all security procedures, you two are combat-trained backup.”


Brand looked like she was attempting to hide indignation, but both Rockets saluted.


“Dismissed,” Kenneth waved them out.


“We are so dead,” David whined.


“You didn’t have to come along,” Sam retorted.


“Without me, you’d have been caught a while ago,” David pointed out.  The military guards were highly disciplined, but discipline was not enough to prevent a psychic from clouding their minds.


“Thanks for that, by the way,” Sam said in sincerity.


“Now that we’ve escaped in broad daylight from a military base, where do we go?”  David wondered.


“Vermillion’s a port city,” Sam pointed out.  “We can hop a ride to the islands near Cinnabar.”


David shrugged and followed Sam as the two weaved their way through the streets of Vermillion.


“How about the Orange Islands instead?”  David asked.


“What?”  Sam’s reply did little to validate her reputation for having superhuman intelligence.


“They’re nicer.”


“And way more expensive,” Sam informed David.


“You’re a Pokémon Master,” David rubbed his temples.


“Oh.”


“Yeah.”


An Orthan Beedrill accidentally bumped into David.


“Sorry,” Beedrill hissed as he bowed and stepped away.


David rolled his eyes, crossed his arms, and tapped his foot on the ground three times.  “Skilled little bugger.”


Sam groaned.


“Somehow managed to make off with my pokéballs despite having only those huge needles for hands.”


“Really?”


David indicated his empty belt.  “Yeah.”


With a wry grin and a blue flash of eyes, David held up his hand.  A voice yelped “ow!” from about two hundred metres away and David’s pokéballs floated into his hand.


“Teach him to do that again.  Now then, Sam, about your so-called smarts…”


Sam crossed her arms and leaned against a building.  “What?”  She asked defensively.


“Gilgamesh,” David dropped a name flatly.


Sam facefaulted.  “Oh yeah,” she muttered as she stood up.  “Let’s just get to somewhere where it can take off from.”


“Good idea,” David laughed as the two left to find a place open enough for a Dragonite to take off from.

