
Sam tugged David’s arm as she strode down a path outside the main city on Valencia Island.


“Come on,” Sam said.  “Enjoy yourself.  We’re outside, it’s sunny, and there’s nothing to really worry about.”


David shook off Sam’s grip.  “Hey, I’m not that type of guy, all right?  Man.  You’re sure overly cheerful all of a sudden.”


“I am?”  Sam asked, genuinely puzzled.


David closed his eyes and sighed.  Inwardly, he wondered if Sam recognized his attempts to hide the characteristic eye glow that came with using his psychic abilities.  Aha, he thought, as he glanced into Sam’s mind.


“What, am I that annoying?”  Sam asked.  “I’m not Alex’s Marril or anything.”


David laughed.  “Just, stop, all right.  Walking and talking just doesn’t suit this conversation, you know?”


Sam stopped.  “Okay.  So?”


David glanced at Sam.  She was taking the semi-recent attack by Team Rocket rather hard, inwardly.  She didn’t let it slip.  It had been over two weeks, which David figured wasn’t such a long time for something like this.  He wasn’t very good with feelings under normal circumstances.


“So.  Ever since we got here, you’ve been less, well, normal,” David said, catching himself so he wouldn’t say “bossy and absentminded.”


Sam’s voice took a defensive edge.  “What does that mean?”


“Well,” David said, putting his hands in his pockets, “You haven’t acted like I’m an idiot for the past few days.”


Sam crossed her arms.  “You haven’t been one.”


Women, David thought sourly.  “Sure I have.  Been one this morning.  What’s up?”


“Just read my mind,” Sam grumbled and then walked off.


David caught up to her.  “It’s better for you if you talk about it.”


Sam glanced over her shoulder.  “You’re lecturing me about feelings?”


The corner of his mouth twitching in slight hurt, David sought to hide it.  “I know we’re fighting like we’re married, but—”


“Save it,” Sam said.  David stopped and Sam continued walking.


David shook his head.  Sam was like a little sister more than anything else.  He didn’t get along with her very well, but he didn’t want her suffering either.


David took a pokéball from his belt and looked at it.  “You know, Charizard, you’ve got it really easy.”


Ryan sat at his desk, thinking about how he was going to type up the day’s report.  The report would be dull no matter how he went about it.  Nothing happened at Beta Site.  Juliet continued to mother Tribo, the other Elites continued to go about their duties, and Kenneth had even started repeating jokes.


Opening the previous day’s report, Ryan copied it and pasted it, changing the dates.  The Executives were bureaucrats, they wouldn’t care.  If they did, well, in that case, Ryan could worm his way out of it.


Sending the report off, Ryan stretched and stood up.  The main disadvantage to being posted at Beta Site was that he’d be seeing his home less than usual.  He didn’t have a lot there in any case, just some various forms of entertainment, some spare clothes, and things like that.  The bed there was at least better than the one he had in Beta Site.


Ryan powered off the computer and left his small office.  It being technically after hours, the lights were subdued somewhat, as if to taunt those still on duty or assigned to the night shift.


Yuusuke brushed past Ryan in the hall.  He grunted slightly, acknowledging Ryan’s presence, but said nothing.


“Back from your leave early?”  Ryan thought.  “Man, I’d rather get back late than early.”


 Ryan shook his head and continued walking, looking at the floor.  He wasn’t quite sure where he was walking.  He didn’t feel tired enough to go to sleep.  A suited man caught up to him from behind.  He glanced beside him to see who it was.


“Why are you dressed like that?”  Ryan asked.  He recognized the man as Schuler, one of Kenneth’s operatives.  What Ryan didn’t understand, however, was why Schuler was dressed like Giovanni.


“Can’t say,” Schuler replied.  “If I told you I’d have to kill you.”


Ryan scoffed.  “Why’s that?”


“It’s not, really,” Schuler shrugged.  “Not happy about having to be a body double for Giovanni, either, but orders are orders.”


“I outrank Kenneth in field operations,” Ryan said matter-of-factly.


“This didn’t come from Kenneth, you dolt, otherwise I wouldn’t be doing this.  This is Elite Simon’s idea.”


“Simon?”  Ryan wondered aloud.  He’d worked with Simon on no fewer than four previous occasions.  None of the occasions were memorable for their pleasantness.  Simon’s way of operating was rather strange.


“Well, gotta go.  Need to be somewhere looking like this by tomorrow,” Schuler quickened his pace, turned a corner, and was gone.


“Well that was different,” Ryan thought.  “I really should be getting to sleep now.”


David was no expert on human interaction at the best of times.  He figured that he’d talk to Sam again that night when they’d both gotten back to their room at the Pokémon Center.  He wasn’t surprised to have been wrong.


“Maybe I should just say, ‘I’m sorry’,” David thought as Sam continued being silent for the second hour.  “Don’t need to say what, since with girls that rarely matters, but, well, maybe I’ve done something.”


David sat up and looked at the ceiling, thinking back to the last things they’d said to each other.  He’d said she hadn’t been acting normally, so maybe that was it.  He couldn’t imagine how she could take it that hard, but he reminded himself that he’d been a walking wreck ever since he’d gotten out of that coma.


“Hey, uh, Sam,” David said.


“What?”  Sam’s voice had an edge to it.


“Look, whatever I said or did, I’m sorry, alright?”


“Whatever,” Sam’s voice had that same edge.


“’Whatever’?”


“Yeah, whatever.”


“What’s that mean?”


“It means whatever.”


David groaned loudly.  “Whatever.”


“Whatever,” David said, groaning loudly.


Sam continued lying in the bed, absentmindedly reading her book.  Goddish, couldn’t he see that she was still going to be tense regardless of what he said?


“Whatever,” Sam said automatically, keeping that same odd edge in her voice.  She didn’t know why it was there, really.  She’d been keeping her distance that day hoping he’d just take the hint and leave her alone for a while.  Why hadn’t he gotten it?


“Whatever,” David shot back.


Goddish!  Sam was really irked by this.  “Can’t you take a hint?”


David’s face was quite puzzled.  “Hint?”


“Hint.”


Growling, David’s eyes flashed blue.  “This repeating is getting old.  Look, if you want me to keep my distance for a while, just say so.  Don’t assume I’m going to just know these things, let alone read your mind without permission for it.  I’m only human, you know, and I don’t have an IQ of like a thousand like you do, so forgive me for being a mere mortal!”


Sam’s stomach stung.  She turned to face David.  “Is that really what you think of me?  That I’m a stuck-up smart girl who thinks everyone else is an idiot?”


David looked away.  “Not in so many words.”


“I’m sorry.”


“Look, if you’re going to—what?”


“I’m sorry.”


David was obviously confused.  “For?”


“I know I’ve been really edgy for a while, acting strangely.  You were only wondering why, and I’d only flip out at you.”


“Well,” David admitted.  “You’re the girl here.  You’re supposed to stay that way until I admit I’m wrong.”


“But you aren’t.”


David laughed.  Sam wasn’t sure if it was forced or not.  “Don’t you ever watch TV?”


Sam scoffed.  “Nothing on but reality shows, game shows, sitcoms, the same bad news every night, and bad movies.”


David opened his mouth, as if to point out that one would have to watch a lot of TV to be able to say that with such certainty, but he looked like he thought better of it and closed his mouth.


“I haven’t been much better, you know,” David said after it had been silent for a while.


“What brought this up?”  Sam asked, putting her book down.


“I read your mind earlier, I know you’re still trying to deal with that Team Rocket attack and all.”


Sam chuckled.  “So you’re concerned about me?”


“It’s not like that,” David admitted.


“What’s it like?”


David was silent.


Sam’s curiosity having been piqued, she turned again to face David.  He was lying on his bed, looking away from her and at the wall.


“Well?”  Sam asked.


“You’ll just laugh at me and I’ll get all embarrassed and start acting like I was before.  You don’t want to do that to me.”


Sam exhaled slowly.  Her mind rifled through the various possibilities of what David might say.  “I’m not going to laugh.”


“All right.  It’s because, well,” David began, but paused, taking a deep breath.  “You’re like a little sister to me, okay?”


Whatever Sam was figuring she was expecting, it wasn’t that.  “I’m… like a little sister to you?”


David turned enough so he could look over his side at her.  “Yeah.  An… well, you act like one too.”


Sam sat up.  “I know we don’t get along very well.”


David turned again to face the wall.  “We don’t get along very well, well, most of the time.  I know you think I’m just some weird guy who’s tagging along with you, but, well, I don’t want to see anything happen to you, even if I keep acting like an idiot.”


“I… I didn’t know that,” Sam admitted.  She stood up and walked over to David’s bed.  Sitting on the edge of it, she continued, “I’m sorry if I’ve been treating you like a royal creep.”


David looked at Sam, surprised.  “Whoa, what the…?”


David sat up quickly and edged away from Sam.


“What?”  Sam asked.


Saying nothing on the subject, David continued, “I know you’re human, too, all right?  I’m, well, sorry if I’ve been thinking you’re thinking you’re better than me just because you’re smarter.”


“If we’re going to apologize for every little thing,” Sam said thoughtfully, “we’ll be at this all night.  I’m sorry for everything I need to be sorry about, you are for all that too, let’s call it even.”


As Sam stood up and walked over to her bed, picked up the book she left on it, and went to the chair by the table in the room, David asked, “So, you’re not, well, creeped out by this?”


Sam laughed.  “Hey, with a brother like mine, I’m hard to creep out.  Just, well, look at the guy.  Prettier than I am.”


David arched an eyebrow.  “That’d do it.  I’ll go on the record by saying that he isn’t though, being a guy and all, even if he is the most girlish guy I’ve ever seen.”


“Well,” Sam said, “I’ve put up with him for years, and as much as I hate that boyfriend of his, well, he is still my brother.”


David laughed.  “So, basically, if you can put up with him, you can put up with me?”


“Basically.”


David shrugged.  “That works.”


They were both silent for a while thereafter.  Sam continued reading, although the book got boring once she’d managed to predict the ending on about page 100 out of 523.  She glanced at David, who appeared to be lost in thought.  She considered just sleeping, but didn’t feel like it.


“Dear Goddish,” David said abruptly.


“What?”  Sam asked, curious.


“Look at the time.”


Sam looked at the clock.  “Wow.  11:18.  Didn’t realise it had been this long.”


“Me neither.  Now then, if you need me, I’ll be off counting Mareep.”


Sam closed her book and flopped down on her bed with a thump.  She lost consciousness to sleep shortly thereafter, but regained consciousnesses about an hour later enough to at least change into a pair of pyjamas.


During the night, a hidden school for Wingull cited a rather famous case among Wingull of a Pelliper eating a Tentacool for a lesson that you never, ever eat Tentacool.

