
The last few days had been great.  After they’d won their gym battle against Koga, his sister, and his apprentice, Alex and Tschel had found the rustic atmosphere of Naryt City to be quite enjoyable.  Marril had ostensibly found something to do to occupy her time as well, for she hadn’t had the bored motivation to pester Tschel like usual.


“Four days in the same place,” Marril said, stretching as she sat up in bed.  “Gotta be some kind of record for us.”


“Four days and I haven’t had violent thoughts about you,” Tschel rebutted.  “That’s a world record.”


Marril shot a scowl at Tschel, who was already fully up.  “Well you’re fun.”


“Mmph mrrmph,” Alex, who was still asleep, mumbled.


“I agree,” said Marril.  “Mmph mrrmph to you too.”


“Mrrmble,” came Alex’s drowsy reply.


“I’m reminded of Rueni City,” Tschel said, glancing at Marril.  “Speaking of which, you still owe me for threatening to Ice Beam me.”


“No I don’t,” Marril said, covering her face with her hands and laying back down in bed.  “Goddish, it’s too early for this.  10:50 indeed.”


“Well, I’m getting some lunch,” Tschel shrugged.  “Be back in about half an hour.  Poke him periodically, will ya Marril?”


“What’s it been… three, four months I’ve been with these two?”  Tschel thought as he waited in line for lunch.  “And I still don’t understand either of them.”


Alex he at least understood pretty well.  He’d have been lying to himself to say that he didn’t find the guy to be very pretty, or his slender, lithe frame very easy to watch, as well as the fact that his usual attire hung very well over it, accentuating his… (I’ll stop this description now for the sake of less shounen-ai inclined among this audience… it’s just a tank top and shorts showing off his figure, you blasted ecchis —The Great And Powerful Author).


Realising he was daydreaming somewhat and that the line had moved forward in front of him, Tschel muttered a quick “sorry” and moved to his place.  Yes, he found Alex very easy to be around with, as well.  It was odd, but the guy for all his laid-back-ness had a sort of calming effect on him.  It made things seem easier to deal with.


Marril on the other hand he didn’t know how he stayed sane around.  She was a lot like Alex, just a lot more prone to acting randomly for the sake of amusement.


“Oh, uh, right, sorry for spacing out,” Tschel muttered as he saw that there was nobody else in line in front of him.  He placed his order for a sandwich, paid for it, then went back to his deliberating, nibbling idly at the food.


So Marril liked to annoy him.  He hated that, really.  She’d never liked him, even back when she was a small water mouse, a normal Pokémon.  Then Team Rocket had come in with that horrific genetic experiment and modified her, making her the size and general form of a human.  For all that he disliked the water mouse, he felt a stinging pain of pity and sympathy for what she’d obviously gone through.


“I’m just completely out of it today,” Tschel thought, making his way back to his room.


Being pestered by Marril wasn’t fun, to be sure.  He put up with it with a strained patience.  She was a stronger person than anyone he’d known, so if her demeanour was some form of coping mechanism like Alex’s father Rei might say, or just out of boredom brought about by her enhanced intelligence like Marril claimed, Tschel couldn’t tell.


Opening the door, Tschel saw Marril inside sitting on the bed, watching TV.  Alex was lying in the other bed with the sheets pulled over his head.  Marril looked at Tschel, then Alex, shrugged, then turned her attention back to the TV.


“Hey,” Tschel said to Alex after walking over to his bed and crouching down to be at eye level with him.  He gently shook Alex.


“Urmph,” Alex grunted.  He then moaned, “Let me sleeeeeeep…”


Tschel pulled the sheets off Alex’s head.  Alex’s hair was tussled and all over the pillow.  He actually looked really cute.  Tschel smiled and said, “It’s after eleven, you know.”


“Oh stop with the mushy stuff,” Marril groaned.  “Human affection’s all weird.”


“Here’s the deal,” Tschel said, mocking seriousness in his voice.  “You get up soon, or Marril’s going to have to hose you down.”


Alex sat up and rubbed his eyes.  “Fine, you win.”  He gave Tschel an awkward sideways smile.


“Mind if I still hose you down?”  Marril asked.


“Yes, I do,” Alex said, rubbing his eyes.  He sat up fully, swinging his legs over the side of the bed.  Tschel stood up and stepped back.  A second later, a small jet of water whizzed past Alex’s head and struck the wall with a surprisingly loud thwack.


“Sorry, couldn’t resist,” Marril shrugged.


“Not so close next time,” Alex muttered, fingering a few wet strands of his hair.


“Those two are on their way to the next League city,” Charlie Evans said on his cell phone to Lance.  “Oran, right?  Like the berry?”


Charlie listened to Lance’s reply.


“Yes, I’m aware of that.  I don’t know why I have to monitor those two so closely; I’m way out of League jurisdiction.  If I’m caught, that’s an automatic ten years.”


Lance’s ensuing monologue took up quite a few minutes.  Charlie took the opportunity to finish his coffee, pay, and leave the shop.  Those danged Starmie-Bucks were everywhere.  There was another one right across the street.  Market flooding and all.


“He’s what?”  Charlie said, stopping mid stride.


So that kid Alex Yasashii was the son of a known Rocket contact, a man by the name of Rei Megumi.  Megumi’s main contact was a man fairly high up in the Rocket organisation, a man known only by his given name, Yamato.  Whether his orders were in actuality to just observe those two kids, or to keep them safe, or what, Charlie couldn’t get a straight answer to.


“I understand,” Charlie said.  “Just remember, I’m a gym leader.  Fighting your little war is past what I like doing.  And tailing this guy and his boyfriend for a week definitely merits a raise.”


Hanging up, he dropped Arcanine’s pokéball to the ground.  The enormous dog appeared behind him.


“Come on, Arcanine,” Charlie said, motioning for Arcanine to follow.  “Gonna have to get back home soon.”


Arcanine nodded, and then followed Charlie closely.


“No,” said the server emphatically.  “Now get out of the shop, freak.”


“Freak?”  Marril spat.  “Freak?!”


“Whoa, calm down,” Alex said.


“Listen to your master,” the server sneered.  “Now, leave.  We don’t want any of your kind here.”


Marril was herself surprised to see Tschel walk up and punch the server right below the ribcage.  Tschel stepped out of the café, clearly angry.


“That’s our cue to leave,” Alex said.  “And that was very different.”


Tschel watched as Alex and Marril left the Starmie-Bucks.


“What was that about?”  Alex asked.


“Nobody calls her a freak,” Tschel said.  “Say whatever they like, so long as it’s true.  Just not a freak, or unnatural, or anything like that.”


Tschel strode away, Alex and Marril following.  Marril laughed.  “Tschel, I’m starting to think you might actually like me.”


“No, not quite,” shrugged Tschel.  “But just because I don’t really like you doesn’t mean I’m going to let people insult you.  Basic respect and all.”


Sensing the conflict about to start, Alex stepped between them and put an arm around each one at shoulder level.  “We’re all friends here.  Let’s just forget this ever happened and get to Oran.”


“Works for me,” Marril said.


Rei laid in his bed at home, staring at the ceiling.  Saturn, his Ninetails, poked him with its nose, but lost interest, as Rei lay catatonic.


“Yamato,” Rei muttered.  “We were careless.”


Saturn stood with its front paws on the bed, looking at Rei.  It yelped quietly.


“How did Kenneth know?”


Saturn growled at hearing the name.  It grabbed the collar of Rei’s shirt in its jaws and pulled.


“I never thought… never thought we’d be caught.”


Letting go, Saturn aimed a small flamethrower in front of Rei’s face to get his attention.  Rei winced but stayed catatonic.


“I promised him… and I can’t help him…”


Saturn whipped around and struck Rei with its tails.  Rei stirred and sat up.


Seeing the glare his Ninetails was giving him, Rei asked, “What?”


The ensuing sound was silence.


“I’m sorry if I’ve been neglecting you,” Rei apologized.  “I’ve just… I’ve just failed on a promise I wish I hadn’t failed on.”


Saturn growled and shot Rei an odd look.  It then laid its jaw on Rei’s knee.  Rei idly scratched behind Saturn’s left ear.  Saturn gave a foxlike purr.


“I understand you,” Rei said.  “But imagine if you got into trouble and I couldn’t help you.  Would you be able for forgive me?”


Saturn yelped what was undeniably a yes.  It wished greatly to be able to speak in detail such that Rei could understand; to let its partner know that it would always forgive him so long as he simply tried.


 “Thank you for that.”


Ever since he was cut off from seeing his son and daughter, Rei’s life had always contained a certain degree of guilt.  Indeed, when he had met them both again, and had seen how they’d grown and changed since he left, it had left an unexpectedly large impression upon him.  To be with them was painful in a way that he had never truly experienced before.  And yet he yearned for that pain, knowing full well to indulge that somewhat morbid desire would be hurtful to them all.


Rei laid back down, again seemingly lost in thought.  Saturn’s head tilted inquisitively.  Rei looked at the Ninetails and smiled.  “No, thank you, I’m still here.”


Saturn gave an oddly human-sounding scoff before trotting off, shaking its head.  Rei found great amusement in this strikingly human action.


“I should call the office tomorrow, let them know I’m taking a sabbatical.”


“It grows,” thought the cat.  “Damn my honour.  I must fight it after is has matured, not before.  Never an opponent before it is ready.”


“Jolly good and all,” came a similar voice, although it carried with it a thick British accent.  “Me and him have a little bet going though.”


“Oh?  A bet?”


“Jolly right.  Our bet is you can’t defeat it as soundly as I did that airline.”


The cat shut out the minds of the other two.  “That was the product of inebriation.  Little more.”


“Righty-o, then.”

