
The battle wasn’t going well for Alex and Tschel.  The other gym leader in Eckol turned out to be a woman named Madelyn, who was surprisingly platonic with the roguish Aron.  Alex’s Gyarados and Tschel’s Umbreon had kayoed Madelyn’s Clefable in a surprisingly fast blitzkrieg, while Aron’s Vaporeon was giving Tschel a headache as the only Eeveelution that he—Tschel—had no experience with.  Madelyn followed up with Jolteon.


“Alex,” Tschel said quickly, “We can take that Jolteon and have Gyarados still going if we’re quick enough!”


Alex nodded.  “Hai!  Gyarados, Rain Dance!”


“Umbreon, Confuse Ray!”


“Intercept Umbreon with Sand Attack!”  Aron shouted.


The rain started to fall from the ceiling while Vaporeon kicked clumps of the dirt floor into Umbreon’s face.  Umbreon shook its head off, the wispy energies that would have formed the Confuse Ray dissipating.


“Thunder!”  Madelyn called, smiling.


Alex swore loudly.  “Gyarados, ground yourself!”


Gyarados’ tail hit the shallow flood formed by the rain at the same time the bolts of lightning hit it.  Gyarados roared in pain but all three Eeveelutions that were out twitched and convulsed as the electricity was carried along the water and hit them.


Gyarados floated listlessly in the air, still conscious.


“Umbreon, use Helping Hand on Gyarados!”  Tschel shouted.  He then whispered to Alex, “For two-on-two with Espeon usually.”


Alex smirked.  “Don’t wanna disappoint you.  Gyarados, use Dragon Rage!”


“Thunderbolt it!  Now!” Madelyn shouted as Aron shouted “Vaporeon, Acid Armour!” but Jolteon recovered from the electric shock too late.  The raging tornado aided by Umbreon’s fighting spirit swept across the ground, blowing a typhoon of water about the arena and striking Jolteon while Vaporeon melted into the water.  Jolteon was thrown aside violently but Vaporeon took the blunt of the attack and reappeared from the water unconscious.


Aron recalled Vaporeon and sent out Gardevoir.  “Gardevoir, use Calm Mind!”


Gardevoir closed its eyes and hummed a quiet ”ohm” of meditation.


“Hurry up and Thunderbolt!”  Madelyn shouted angrily.


Jolteon shook itself off and fired a bolt of electricity at Gyarados, who was hit by the attack and shook the ground as it fell.


Alex had to think quickly about Gyarados’ replacement.  He had precious few options, all Water types that would fall quickly to Jolteon.  Feebas was too weak, so that left Wartortle and Golduck as his two options.  Golduck was better suited to the watery conditions and could combat Gardevoir on psychic grounds if need be.


“Go!”  Alex shouted as he threw the pokéball.  He gaped in surprise as he saw he had grabbed the wrong ball; Wartortle popped out.  Alex scolded himself internally for the error but decided to make the most of the situation.


“Umbreon, protect Wartortle by Tormenting Gardevoir!”  Tschel shouted.


“Thunder Wave that stupid Umbreon!”  Madelyn shouted.


Umbreon’s eyes glowed a fierce red as it glared at the psychic.  Gardevoir’s eyes showed some mental pain but the Torment attack couldn’t be completed before the electric waves struck Umbreon, distracting it.


“Surf attack!”  Alex shouted to Wartortle.


Wartortle growled a low “tortle” as it dropped onto all fours and summoned a wave of water that engulfed the arena.  Aron and Madelyn were hit with the splash of the wave but Umbreon faltered as it tried to swim but failed.


In a flash of anger, Tschel shouted a very rude word for a female dog at Alex, followed by “Umbreon can’t swim!”


“Oh,” Alex muttered sadly.


“Well nothing we can do now,” Tschel growled, “so just leave this to me.  Go, Espeon!”


Espeon doggy-paddled in the water and dived to avoid a swimming Quick Attack by Jolteon, which caused quite a wake that sent Wartortle floating off.


“Float above the water and Psychic Wartortle!”  Aron shouted.


“Dive!”  Alex shouted, wondering what the point was.  He’d probably make another mistake as he continued the battle.


“Can’t keep that up if you’re tormented,” Tschel gloated.  “Espeon, Psychic that Gardevoir before it can recover!”


Espeon’s eyes glowed as it focused at Gardevoir, but a Thunderbolt from Jolteon broke Espeon’s concentration.


“Well do something!”  Tschel shouted to Alex.


“Fine, fine.  Wartortle, swimming Skull Bash that Jolteon!”


Madelyn frowned.  In the water, Jolteon lost all possible speed advantage, while Wartortle would be almost impossible to hit with any directed attack.  A blanket attack was the only possible means of hitting the turtle.  “Thunder before it hits you!”


Wartortle swam like a torpedo (a Sharpedo?) and struck Jolteon unconscious, but the bolts of thunder still came from the ceiling, directed by the falling rain into the increasingly-deep water.


“Looks like it’s one-on-one psychics,” Tschel muttered, then shouted, “Espeon, Psychic again!”


“Psychic it back!”  Aron shouted.


The two psychics glared at each other, eyes glowing and bodies surrounded by the other’s psychic auras.  Neither noticed that Wartortle was glowing a bright white as it rapidly grew.


Alex’s eyes widened.  “Holy…”


Wartortle completed its evolution unnoticed by any except Alex, who smiled.


“Now, Blastoise,” Alex called, “Hydro Pump that Gardevoir!”


“What the…?” Aron wondered in surprise.  “Oh Goddish no!  Double Team!”


Gardevoir split into three copies of itself, Blastoise’s powerful water cannons cutting through an illusionary copy.  Espeon, however, identified the correct one with its Psychic attack.


“Finish it!  Hydro Pump again!”  Alex shouted.  This time, Gardevoir was hit and fell into the water, creating a surprisingly tremendous splash.


Aron recalled his psychic and shot his two opponents a death glare.  He regarded the rain, which wasn’t stopping.  “Somebody get a Psyduck in here or something!”


Alex knew what Aron meant.  “Here, use Golduck.”


Golduck came out of its ball and the jewel on its forehead glowed.  The rain stopped although the flooded arena remained flooded.


Madelyn stepped between the two sides and clapped her hands.  “Well, that was a really well-fought battle.  I say they’ve earned their badges, no?”


“Guess you’re right,” Aron said emotionlessly as his glare lingered on his two opponents.


“Not as hard as Daisuke and Satoru, like your partner said,” Tschel told Madelyn, “but you two are excellent gym leaders.  I’d say you’re Elite Four material.”


They left the gym, Alex staying a steady distance from Tschel, who was trying to apologise.  Marril was quite curious as to the cause of this.


“I… I got angry and called him…” Tschel paused and then told Marril what he called him.  Marril’s eyes narrowed and she blew an Ice Beam at his chest.  She pulled her punch, as it were, so Tschel’s chest wasn’t completely frozen, just cold enough to really hurt.


“I already tried to apologise,” Tschel complained.


Alex didn’t say anything, and Tschel knew why as he looked closer at Alex’s face.  He was crying.


“I didn’t mean it,” Tschel said, hugging Alex to him, who didn’t resist.  “I still love you.  That… that mistake didn’t mean anything.”


Alex still remained silent, but he nodded his head and started to hug Tschel back.


Marril strolled by Tschel and hit him on the back of the head hard.  “You idiot.”


Alex and Tschel parted, Tschel’s arm still around Alex’s shoulders.  “Let’s… let’s just get our Pokémon healed up,” Alex said at last.


Marril had gone off somewhere, so they didn’t wait for her as they walked off, Tschel rubbing the back of his head where Marril had hit him.  She hit hard.


Nurse Joy had given all of their Pokémon except for Gyarados and Umbreon clean bills of health, but warned Alex and Tschel that the Pokémon should spend the night there to fully recover.  Gyarados and Umbreon required some extra medical attention for their electrical burns.


“Well, that gym leader really didn’t like us,” Alex said in an obvious attempt to change the subject from the one beforehand.  “Look what he did to our Pokémon, eh?”


“Yeah,” Tschel said distantly.  “They’ll be all right, though.”


Feebas flopped around on its medical bed, chanting its name feebly.


“Guess I should take it out back,” Alex said, picking up the still-flopping fish.


“Wow, is it in pain or anything?”  Tschel asked as the two walked out behind the Pokémon Center, where a fair-sized koi pond had been dug.


“Can’t be,” Alex replied as he put Feebas into the water.  “Joy said it was healthy.  Actually, it’s healthier than the rest of my Pokémon because of its varied diet.”


Tschel chuckled hollowly, still feeling a bit awkward towards Alex due to guilt at his snapping earlier.  “Yeah, that fish’ll eat anything.”


“Feebas, Feebas-Feebas!  Feebas!”  Feebas called its name as it floated in the pond, the Magikarp surrounding it giving it an odd leeway.


Alex knelt down.  “What’s wrong?”


Feebas glowed a bright, shining white.  It elongated and became more serpent like as its evolution progressed.


Tschel’s eyes widened.  “I’ve heard of this… good Goddish it’s rare.”


Alex looked up at Tschel.  “What?”


Tschel pointed towards the serpent when it finished evolving.  “That’s a Milotic.  It’s really, really, really rare.  Feebas are hard to find as is, and few even know how to evolve it… how this one…?”


Alex stood up but was still unable to look Milotic in the eye.  “You… you evolved.”


Milotic hummed a sorrowful, bitter tone as it slapped Alex to the ground hard with its tail.


“Alex!”  Tschel called as he rushed to help Alex up.  He craned his neck towards Milotic.  “What’s that for?”


Milotic’s tone was still bitter.


“It… it’s saying I’m only showing it any care now because it evolved,” Alex translated, kicking the ground quietly and absentmindedly with the toe of his shoe in rhythm to Milotic’s humming.


“But that’s not true,” Tschel said, his arms around Alex protectively.  “You’re a caring person, you love all your Pokémon.”


Milotic’s gaze was arrogant and distant.


“It doesn’t think so,” Alex said softly.


If there was any intention in Milotic’s head to do anything but stare coldly at Alex and hum its bitter tone, it wasn’t apparent.


“I don’t care what it thinks,” Tschel told Alex as he turned Alex’s head so he faced him.  “I know you better than that, and if some Pokémon of yours says otherwise, it’s wrong.”


Tschel then did something quite unexpected: he kissed Alex.  It wasn’t a long kiss, just enough to let Alex know of his love.  Alex’s face was slightly red-tinged as he looked at Tschel, stunned.


“Milotic,” Tschel spoke without looking at it, “you do what you like.  Don’t hurt him and stop saying what I know you’re saying to him.  I don’t know why you’re so mad; most Pokémon would kill to have a trainer as caring as Alex is.  You can’t forget all the time Alex spent not being your trainer but your friend.  He didn’t care about your imperfections, he only saw you as a Pokémon to respect just as he does Gyarados or Marril.”  (Yes we didn’t see much of this but as a reader you’d be bored out of your skulls if I recounted all the “bonding with Pokémon” times, plus it’d add like ten useless chapters to the fic.  –The Great And Powerful Author)


Milotic’s tune broke off as Alex said, “Tschel, that was beautiful.”


No, Tschel thought, it was corny and clichéd.


Milotic restarted its tune, now soothing and calming.


“It’s asking for forgiveness,” Alex said.  He experimentally touched Milotic’s face.  “Milotic, I should be the one apologizing.  As a Feebas, all you wanted was more food than you were getting, and I’d just get angry at you.”


Milotic shook its head and broke from Alex’s touch.  Starting to glow with a soft baby-blue aura, it encircled the two trainers.


“Milotic’s…” Tschel gasped in wonderment.  “Milotic can soothe harsh feelings mystically… so this is what it looks like.”


“It’s beautiful,” Alex added.


Milotic finished circling the trainers and looked at Alex, who was tearing over with relief.


“Milotic… I promise I’ll…” Alex couldn’t find the words, so he said simply, “I promise.”


Alex looked into Milotic’s eyes and held up its pokéball.  Milotic nodded and Alex recalled it.


“Tschel,” Alex said, “let’s just get a room.  I need a good long rest from today.”


“It’s only five, but sure,” Tschel shrugged.  He understood perfectly, from meeting Aron to the gym battle to his own callousness to Milotic’s hatred and later sorrow, Tschel himself felt like he needed twelve or fourteen hours of sleep just to recover, and he hadn’t even been the one to feel those feelings.


Marril, it had turned out, had watched the last third or so of the events from the second story of the Pokémon Center, but even she wasn’t going to make any jokes or prod at Tschel.


“Sorry for hitting you earlier,” Marril said the second she found Tschel, which was right outside their room, and looking at the ground as she said it.  “You really love Alex.”


“Gyarados and Umbreon are just fine,” Nurse Joy said in the morning as the two trainers and one Orthan checked out of their room.  “Congratulations on your Feebas evolving, by the way.”


“At least this Joy knows what a Feebas is,” Tschel thought, remembering the Joy that didn’t.


Alex blushed and stared at the ceiling.  “Goddish, does everyone know what happened?”


“I won’t say anything,” Nurse Joy said as she put the two pokéballs on the counter, bowed politely, and walked off.


Tschel laughed and gave Alex a quick hug from behind.  “It turned out okay.”


Marril groaned at seeing Tschel hug Alex.  “I don’t mind you two being together, I just don’t like public displays of affection, okay?”


Tschel laughed and hugged Alex again, who smiled as he realised why Tschel laughed—Tschel had finally found a way to get back at Marril for annoying him so greatly.

