
Ironically it was David who kept more in touch with Rei than Sam did.  Perhaps it was a certain sense of familiarity he sensed in Sam’s father, not quite antisocial, yet merely a sense that one isn’t fit for society.  In any case, even he, David, knew that something serious had happened to Rei simply by listening to the man over the phone.  David considered this an accomplishment as far as social development was concerned.


“I don’t get it,” David asked.  “Why come all the way out here?  It’s, well, out of the way.”


Rei chuckled.  “Some day, if you have kids of your own, you’ll get it.  I can tell Sam’s had a rough time, and I want to be there for her, is all.”


Saturn sniffed David and muttered.  The Ninetails circled around Rei’s legs a few times.


“So, why’d you have me come meet you here instead of Sam?”  David wondered.


Rei shook his head.  “She’d have just pushed me away.”


“So you’re making it so she can’t?”


Wincing, Rei admitted, “Basically.”


“Anyways,” David continued, “I kind of rode the Charizard Express here, so it’ll be kinda hard for your Ninetails to come along outside its ball.”


Saturn barked at David.  Rei held his hand in front of Saturn.  “No, I guess we have to.”


Saturn huffed but simply sat down.  Rei took a pokéball out of his jacket pocket and recalled the Ninetails into it.


“So, uh, let’s head outside and I’ll call up the Charizard Express,” David shrugged, unsure of how to break the tension.


Sam heard the door unlock.  David sure had gotten back quickly.  She stood up to berate him somehow—she figured she could improvise something.


“Oh,” Sam said, seeing who followed David in.  “Oh.”


“Yeah,” said Rei.  “Oh.”


“Why come right in here?”


Rei moved aside so his Ninetails—Saturn, Sam fuzzily recalled its name—could enter.  Saturn circled Sam’s legs twice and laid down on her feet.


Rei looked down.  “I… I just didn’t want you running away like you did last time.  I just… I want to get to know you.”


“And you’re doing this now?”


Sam saw that Rei was visibly saddened, as if he’d been slapped across the face.


“I’m your father, Sam,” Rei pleaded.


Sam took a moment to respond.  She noticed that David had quietly slipped out while she wasn’t looking, and that Saturn had managed to wrap itself around her legs and fall asleep.


“I can understand if you don’t want to see me,” Rei explained, “but it is indeed important that we at least get to know each other.”


Sam tried to get her feet out from under Saturn, but wound up accidentally kicking it.  Saturn leapt up and glared indignantly at Sam, then curled up in the corner of the room.


Sam walked to the window and opened the blinds.  “So talk.”


Rei winced.  Sam seemed to be making this intentionally difficult.


“I’m proud of you, you know,” Rei said, sitting on one of the beds in the room.  Sam took the other.  “A Pokémon Master at your age.”


“I had to beat Alex to get there,” Sam said.  “He wanted it more than me, too.”


“He’s not bitter,” Rei replied.  “I saw that match, I might add.  My point is, you’re thinking things over too much.  Just—”


“I don’t need advice,” Sam snapped.


“Oh,” Rei said, looking crestfallen.  “I am sorry for not being there.”


While she didn’t accept the apology, Sam figured that telling her father that might be too harsh on him.


“In any case,” Rei tried, “you don’t need to stay away from home so much.”


Sam scoffed.  “No, it’s all right.  Figure after this deal with Team Rocket blows over I’ll get a place of my own or something.”


“She’s growing up too fast,” Rei thought.  “I know she’s not a little girl anymore, but…”


“You, ah, know,” Rei said, “Team Rocket’s basically forgotten about you.”


“Really?”


“Yeah.  Shouldn’t really say more or I’ll put you back in the same situation.”


 Sam looked at the ground.  “I know you have, like, a contact in Rocket or something.  You know, to get all this info.”


Rei bit his lower lip.  Sam’s statement was a painful reminder of what had happened to Yamato.


David leaned with his back against the door.  He couldn’t hear what was being said inside, and he hadn’t been focusing mentally on the exact words.  He could sense that Sam despised her father, though for what reason he couldn’t divine.  Rei, incidentally, was having an exceptionally hard time relating to his daughter.


Looking at Charizard’s pokéball, David again muttered, “You really do have it easier than you think.”


The same maid that had passed by three times passed again, not even giving David a sideways glance this time.  He simply stood there and idly took note of the feelings emanating through the door.


“If you want me to go,” Rei offered, “I will.  Just… just promise me you’ll think about what I’ve said.”


“Yeah, that sounds like a good idea,” Sam admitted.  Rei’s eyes held a twinkle of hope for any response to the second part.  Sam didn’t know what to say to it.


“I love you, Sam, and I’ll always be there for you,” Rei said, then slowly stood up and motioned to Saturn.  The two left.  As Rei opened the door, David stepped aside to let him and his Ninetails pass.


David walked into the room, trying to appear nonchalant.  “So, what happened?”


Sam’s death glare almost knocked David off his feet.  “Just go.”


“All right, all right,” David grumbled.  “Don’t kill me for asking.”  He raised his voice so Sam could clearly hear.  He knew that what he was going to say was bound to affect Sam greatly, but it had to be said.  “Sam,” he said, “Just stop pushing everybody away.”


“Just go,” Sam repeated.  “I need time alone, that’s all.”


David shrugged.  “All right.”


Knowing that Sam was somehow worse at dealing with feelings than even he was, David was readily prepared to give Sam some time alone.


Sam swore and stomped the ground.  Tears had begun to trickle down her cheeks.


“I don’t…” Sam said to herself.  “I don’t.”


A whirring noise broke Sam’s train of thought.  It was her Metang, Mercury, which had somehow broken out of its ball.  Sam looked into the metallic Pokémon’s face.  It was seemingly emotionless, rarely blinking.


Mercury uttered no sound other than the alien-sounding whirr of its electromagnetic field, which also sent the clock in the room into convulsions.  What it didn’t say to Sam aloud was that the two were more alike than she would have preferred.


Gone.  All gone. Just like that.  The lack of details on anybody named Yamato having ever worked, as part of Team Rocket was, to Kenneth, disturbing.  To be able to cleanly alter literally every record, even his own, without his knowing, scared him.


“What sort of people do I have?”  Kenneth mused.  “They’re getting better than I am.”


Kenneth glanced at the parts of his office that weren’t in a messy ruin from lack of organization.  “It’s because I’m a bureaucrat.  Back in the day, under Izumi’s unit, I was the best.  Better than Mikhail, even.”


Kenneth didn’t dislike his desk job.  He actually liked it.  In reality it was the lack of danger of being arrested that gave the job its appeal.


“No new messages,” his computer said in a sickeningly false female voice.  Of course there weren’t new ones; he’d only checked a minute ago.


The door opened and a familiar blue-haired Rocket entered, followed by a blonde and another blue-haired one.


“Mikhail, Izumi, Yuusuke,” Kenneth smiled.  “Gang’s all here minus one.”


“Yeah, well,” Izumi said in a curt voice.


“Your message said it was important,” Mikhail stated.


“Oh, sure it is,” Kenneth shrugged.  He stood up and walked around his desk.  “Can’t we just take a few minutes out of our day to remember the good times and all?”


“If by good, you mean Magma-taunting, then yes,” Yuusuke chuckled.


“Your sense of humour’s improving,” Kenneth noted.  “Anyways, sadly the reason I called you all here today is too important even for reminiscing.”


Yuusuke furrowed his brows.  “This isn’t good.  It stripped his sense of humour.”


Kenneth sat on his desk and crossed his arms.  His blonde bangs swept in front of his eyes, and he pushed them aside.


“Magma’s found Groudon.”


The three agents gaped.


“As we all know, Sootopolis in the Cave of Origin.  After that incident where they fought and all.”


“So we have to stop them?”  Mikhail asked.


“No,” Kenneth shook his head.  “Too risky.  We’re going to be sneaking into the Cave and driving Groudon out.”


“With?”  Izumi, this time, asked the question.


“Tribo,” Kenneth said nonchalantly.


“Tribo’s ready for combat?”


“Not according to Juliet, no, but I think the little tyke’s ready.”


Mikhail’s face was solemn.  “You said ‘we’re’, so that means you’re going.”


Kenneth nodded.


“And,” Mikhail continued, “Juliet never lets Tribo out of her sight.  Ryan also tries to wedge himself in on any important assignment.”


Kenneth laughed.


“An assignment this high-profile, two Executives, one Elite, three Agents…”


“Was thinking of a few Grunts,” Kenneth joked, using the old name for Agent.

